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: TTL] the Nine beneath yon blaſted yew : 
Shed the bright drops of Pity's holy dew ; 
Mute are their tuneful tongues, extinct theie fires; 
Vet not in ſilence ſleep their ſilver lyres; 
To the bleak gale they vibrate ſad and flow, 
In deep accordance to a Nation's woe. 


Ye, who ere while for Cook's illuſtrious brow 
Pluck'd the green laurel, and the oaken bough, 
Hung the gay garlands on the trophied oars, 
And pour'd his fame along a thouſand ſhores, 
Strike the flow death-bell !---weave the ſacred verſe, 
And ſtrew the cypreſs o'er his honor'd hearſe ; 
In fad proceſſion wander round the ſhrine, 
And weep him mortal, whom ye ſung divine! 
"An: | Say 


3 
Say firſt, what Pow'r inſpir'd his dauntleſ breaſt 


With ſcorn of danger, and inglorious reſt, 


To quit imperial London's gorgeous hk. 


Where, rob'd in thouſand tints, bright Pleaſure reigns ; J 
In cups of ſummer-ice her nectar pours, 
And twines, *mid wintry ſnows, her roſeate bow” rs ? ? 


Where Beauty moves with undulating grace, 


Calls the ſweet bluſh to wanton o'er her face, 
On each fond Youth her ſoft artillery tries, 
Aims her light ſmile, and rolls her frolic __ 


What Pow' r inſ] bird his dauntleſs breaſt to brave | 


The ſcorch'd Equator, and the Antarctic wave? 


Climes, where fierce ſuns in cloudleſs ardors ſhine, 


And pour the dazzling deluge round the Line; 


The realms of froſt, where icy mountains riſe, 


Mid the pale ſummer of the polar ſkies ?— 
Ir was HumanirTy on coaſts unknown, 


The ſhiv'ring natives of the frozen zone, 


And the ſwart Indian, as he faintly ſtrays 


Where Cancer reddens in the ſolar blaze,” 


She bade him ſeek ;—on each inclement ſhore ; 3 


Plant the rich ſeeds of her exhauſtleſs ſtore; 


Unite the ſavage hearts, and hoſtile hands, | 


In the firm compact of her gentle bands; 
Strew her ſoft comforts o'er the barren obs, | 
Sing her ſweet lays, and conſecrate her fane. 


T'r 


TT 


Ir was „ Homantry —0 Nymph divine! 
1 ſee thy light ſtep print the burning Line! 
There thy bright eye the dubious pilot guides, 
The faint oar ſtruggling with the ſcalding tides.--- 
On as thou lead'ſt the bold, the glorious prow, 
Mild, and more mild, the ſloping ſun-beams glow ; 
Now weak and pale the leſſen'd luftres plays. = 
As round th' horizon rolls the timid day; 
Barb'd with the ſleeted ſnow, the driving hail, 
- Ruſh the fierce arrows of the polar gale; 
And thro? the dim, unvaricd, ling'ring hours, 
Wide o'er the waves incumbent horror low'rs. 


ag + 


From the rude ſummit of yon frozen ſteep, 
Contraſting Glory gilds the dreary deep! 
Lol!---deck'd with vermeil youth and beamy grace, 
Hope in her ſtep, and gladneſs in her face, 
Light on the icy rock, with outſtretch'd hands, 
The Goddeſs of the new Columbus ſtands. | 
Round her bright head the plumy * Peterets foarg 
Blue as her robe, that ſweeps the frozen ſhore ; 
Glows her ſoft cheek, as vernal mornings fair, 
And warm as ſummer-ſuns her golden hair; 
Oer the hoar waſte her radiant glances Qream, 
And courage kindles in their mage beam. 


* Peterels ſoar. The . is x bird found in the frönen 


ſeas; its neck and tail are t and its wings of a as 
blue. 
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She points the ſhip its mazy oath, to thread 
The floating fragments of the frozen bed. 


While oer the deep, in many a dreadful form, 
The giant Danger howls along the ſtorm, 2 


Furling the + iron fails with numbed hands, 
Firm on the deck the great Adventurer ſtands ; . 
Round glitt'ring mountains hears the billows rave, 
And the þ vaſt ruin thunder on the wave. | "= 
Appall'd he hears !---but checks the riſing ſigh, 
And turns on his firm band a gliſt'ning 1 
Not for himſelf the ſighs unbidden break, 
Amid the terrors of the icy wreck ; 
Not for himſelf ſtarts the ne tear, 
Congealing as it falls nor ch nor fear, 5 


* 7 he Roaring — — bs the courſe of the laſt 
twenty-four hours, we paſſed through ſeveral fields of broken 
ice; they were in general narrow, but of conſiderable ex- 
tent. In one part the pieces of ice were ſo cloſe, that the 


ihip had much difficulty to thread them.” 


+ Fur ling the iron ſails — Our ails and rigging. were © ſo 5 
| frozen, that they ſeemed plates of i iron. 0 


| t And the vaſt ruin. be 1 of one of theſe i im- 


menſe mountains of ice, and the prodigious noiſe it made, 


is particularly deſcribed in Cook's ſecond voyage to the 


ſouth Fee. 


Nor 


9 


Mer Death's dread darts, impede the great 8 
Til * Nature draws the circumſcribing line. : 
Huge rocks of ice th? arreſted ſhip embay, ct 
And bar the gallant Wanderer's dangerous way — < 

| His eye regretful marks the Goddeſs turn > 
Ir 2 prow from its relentleſs bourn. 


"ua now 5b die eb drear domain 
Frowns, and o 'erhangs th* inhoſpitable main. 
On it's chill beach this dove of human-kind 

For his long-wandering foot ſhort reſt ſhall find, 
Us Bear to the coaſt the olive-branch in vain, 
And quit on wearied wing the hoſtile plain.--- 
With jealous low'r the frowning natives view 
The ſtately veſſel, and th? advent*rous crew ; 
Nor fear the brave, nor emulate the good, 
= But ſcowl with ſavage thirſt of human blood ! 


And yet there were, who in this iron clime 
Soar? d o'er the herd on Virtue 5 wing ſublime ; 
* 7 ill Nature, Ke — After running four lane this 
courſe, with the ice on our ſtarboard fide, we found ourſelves 
quite embay'd, the ice extending from north-north-eaſt, 
round by the weſt and ſouth, to eait, in one compact body; 


the weather was tolerably clear, yet we 3 ſee no o end 
to it. 


17 * Olive branch. — Ys carry a green knack in the 
hand on landing, is a pacific ſignal, Ty underſtood : 
| ad a.l the iflanders 1 in the _ Seas. ” 
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Never d the ſtranger· gueſt, and ſmiling ſtrove 


To ſoothe his ſtay with hoſpitable love; 


Fann'd in full confidence the friendly flame, 

JPoin'd plighted hands and“ name exchang'd for name. 
To theſe the Hero leads | his living ſtore, 

And pours new wonders on th' uncultur'd ſnore; 


The ſilky fleece, fair fruit, and golden grain; 
And future herds and harveſts bleſs the plain. 
O'er the green ſoil his Kids exulting play, 

And ſounds his clarion loud the Bird of day ; : 


The downy Gooſe her ruffled boſom laves, 
Trims her white wing and wantons in the waves; 

Stern moves the Bull along th' affrighted _ 
And countleſs nations tremble as he roars. 


80 aha the Denghter of wt 1 


And Ocean's God, to bleſs their Athens ſtrove, 


The maſſy trident with gigantic force 
Cleaves the firm earth and gives the ſtately Horſe ; * 


And name cxchany'd. —The exchange of names is a 
pledge of amity among theſe iſlanders, and was frequently 
4 propoſed by them to Captain Cook and his people; lo alſo. . 
is the Joining noſes. 


+ His living So Cas Cook left 1 various kinds of 8 
animals upon this coaſt, together with garden - ſeeds, —_—_ 


The Zealanders had hitherto ſubſiſted upon fiſh, and ſuch 


coarſe vegetables as their climate produced; and this want 
of better proviſion, it is ſuppoſed, induced them to the 
| horrid practice of . human fleſh. | | 
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He paws the ground, impatient of the rein, 


Shakes his high front, and thunders o'er the plain. 
Then Wiſdom's Goddeſs plants the embryon ſeed, 


And bids new foliage ſhade the ſultry mead; 


Mid the pale green the tawny olives ſhine, 


And famiſh'd thouſands bleſs the hand divine. 


Now the warm ſolltice o'er the FE bay, 5 


Darts from the north its mild meridian ray; 
Again the Chief invokes the riſing gale, 

And ſpreads again in deſart ſeas the ſail 3 
Ober dangerous ſhoals his ſteady ſteerage keeps, 
Ober * walls of coral, ambuſh'd in the deeps; 
: Strong Labour's hands the crackling cordage twine, 


And þ ſleepleſs Patience heaves the ſounding-line. 


Stupendous pile ! unwrought by mortal hands ; 


alls of coral —The coral rocks are deſcribed as riſing 
perpendicularly from the greateſt depths of the ocean, inſo- 
much that the ſounding- line could not reach their bottom; 
and yet they were but juſt covered with water —Thele 7 
um are now found to be fabricated by ſea· inſects. 


+ And Neepleſs Patience —** We had now paſſed ſeveral 


months with a man conſtanily in the chains heaving the lead.“ 


| f 4 roc R- Duilt temple.—** On one part of this iſle there 


was a ſolitary rock, riüng on che coaſt with arched cavities, 
like a majeſtic e 1 ES 
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=) Sublime the ponderous turrets riſe | in air, 
And the wide roof baſaltic columns bear; 
'Thro? the long aiſles the murm'ring tempeſts blow, 
And Ocean chides his daſhing waves below. _ 


From this fair ſane, along the ſilver ſands, 


Two ſiſter-virgins wave their ſnowy hands; 

| Firſt * gentle Flora—round her ſmiling brow 
Leaves of new forms, and flow'rs uncultur'd glow ; 
Thin folds of + vegetable filk, behind, 
Shade her white neck, and wanton in the wind; . 
: Strange ſweets, where'er ſhe turns, perfume the glades, 


And fruits unnam'd adorn the bending ſhades. 
---Next Fauna treads, in youthful beauty's pride, 
A playful + Kangroo bounding by her fide; 


* Firſt gentle Flora. — Flora is the Goddeſs of modern 
Botany, and Fauna of modern Zoology : hence the pupils 
of Linnæus call their books Flora Anglica—Fauna Danica, 
&c.—* The Flora of one of theſe iſlands Contained wy | 
new plants. 


I Vegetable ſill.—In n is a flag of which the 
natives make their nets and cordage. The fibres of this ve- 
getable are longer and ftronger than our hemp and flax; and 
ſome, manufactured in London. is as white and gloſſy as fine 

ſilk. This valuable mo will proba vey grow in our 
climate. 


2 A playful Kangroo. — The kangroo is an ana peculiar 
to thoſe climates. It is perpetually jumping along on its 


hind legs, its fore legs being tov thort to be uſed in the 
manner of other quadrupeds. 


Around 


N 

Around the Nymph her beauteous * Pois diſplay 
Their varicd plumes, and trill the dulcet lay ; 

A + Giant-bat, with leathern wings outſpread, 
Umbrella light, hangs quiv'ring o'er her head. 

As ofer the cliff her graceful ſtep ſhe bends, 

On glite' ring wing her inſeQ-train attends. 

With diamond-eye her ſcaly tribes ſurvey 

Their 98 * and * in the ſpray. 


. With earneſt gaze the ſtill, enamour*d crew 
Mark the fair forms; and, as they paſs, purſue ; z 
But round the ſteepy rocks, and dangerous ſtrand, 


Rolls + the white ſurf, and ſhipwreck guards the land. 


| * Beauteous Pais. —** The poi-bird, common in thoſe 
countries, has feathers of a fine mazarine blue, except thoſe 
of the neck, which are of a beautiful ſilver grey; and two | 
or three ſhort white ones, which are in the pinion- joint of 
the wing. Under its throat hang two little rufts of curled 
white feathers, called its poies, which, being the Otaheitean 
word for ear-Tings, occaſioned our giving that name to the 
bird; which is not more remarkable for the beauty of its 
plumage, than for the exquiſite melody of its note.” 


+4 Giant-bat —The bats which Captain Cook ſaw in ſome 
of theſe countries were of incredible dimenſions, meaſuring 
three feet and an half in breadth, when their wings were 
extended. | - 


1 Rolls the FTC hn As we paſſed! this iſland, many 

of its trees had an unuſual appearance, and the richneſs of 

the vegetation much invited our naturaliſts to land, but 

their earneſt wiſhes were in vain, from the dangerous reefs 

and the violence of the ſurfs.” 
So, 
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So, when of old, Sicilian ſhores along, 
FEgnchanting Syrens trill'd th alluring ſong, 
Bound to the maſt the charm'd Ulyſſes hears, 
And drinks the ſweet tones with inſatiate cars; 
Strains the ſtrong cords, upbraids the proſp'rous gale, 1 
And ſighs, as Wiſdom ſpreads the fly ing fail. 


Now leads HumanirTy the OE Ways 


Where all the Loves in Otaheite ftray. 


To bid the Arts diſcloſe their wond'rous pow” cs, 


To bid the Virtues conſecrate the bow'rs, 
She gives her Hero to its blooming plain.--- 
Nor has he wander'd, has he bled in vain! 
His lips perſuaſive charm th uncultur'd youth, 
Teach Wiſdom's lore, and point the path of Truth. 
See! * chaſten'd love in ſofter glances flows, 


See! with new fires parental duty glows. 


Thou ſmiling Eden of the ſouthern wave, 


| Could not, alas! thy grateful wiſhes ſave 


That angel-goodneſs, which had bleſs'd thy plain ? * 
Ah! vain thy gratitude, thy wiſhes vain! 


On a far diſtant, and remorſeleſs ſhore, 
Where human hends their dire libations pour s: 


Da Chaſten'd love. 8 Cook obſerves, in OED end 
voyage, that the women of Otaheite were grown more 
modeſt, and that the barbarous Os of deftroying their 
children was leſſened. 


Where 
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Where treachery, hov'ring Oer the blaſted heath, 
Poiſes with ghaſtly ſmile the darts of death, 
Pierc'd by their venom'd points, your favorite bleeds, 

And on his limbs the luſt of hunger feeds! 5 


Thus when, of old, the Muſe-born Orpheus bore 


Fair Arts and Virtues to the Thracian ſnore; 


Struck with ſweet energy the warbling wire, 


And pour'd perſuaſion from th* immortal lyre ; 


As ſoften'd brutes, the waving woods among, 


| Bow'd their meek heads, and liften'd to the ſong; 
Near, and more near, with rage and tumult loud, 
Round the bold bard th? inebriate maniacs crowd. 
| Red on th? ungrateful ſoil his life-blood ſwims, 
And fiends and furies tear r his quiy” ring limbs! 


G2 Eden of the ſouth, he tribute pay, 
And raiſe, in pomp of woe, thy Coox's Morai ! * 


Bid mild Omiah bring his choiceſt ſtores, 


The juicy fruits, and the luxuriant flow'rs ; 


* Morai.—The Morat is a kind of funeral altar, whick 
the people of Otaheite raiſe to the memory of their de- 
ceaſed friends. They bring to it a daily tribute of fruits, 
flowers, and the plumage of birds. The chief mourner 
_ wanders around it in a ſtate of apparent diſtraction, ſhriek- 
ing furiouſly, and ſtriking at intervals a ſhark's tooth into 


her head. All people fly her, as ſhe aims at many nor 
only benleif, but others. | 


Bring. 
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1 
Bring the bright plumes, that drink the torrid ray, 
And ſtrew each laviſh ſpoil on Cook's Morai! 


Come, Gberea, hapleſs fair-one ! come, 

With piercing ſhrieks bewail thy Hero's doom! 
She comes !---ſhe gazes round with dire ſurvey! 
Oh! fly the mourner on her frantic way. 

See! ſee! the pointed ivory wonnds that head, 
Where late the Loves impuepled roſes ſpread ; 
Now ſtain'd with gore, her raven-treſſes flow, 

In ruthleſs negligence of mad ning woe; 5 
Loud ſhe laments !---and long the Nymph ſhall ray 
7; With wild | unequal ſtep round Cook' 8 Morai! 


"Hor: det. Albion s rocky ſleep, 
That frowns incumbent cer the boiling deep, 
Solicitous, and ſad, a ſofter form 
Eyes the lone flood, and deprecates the ſtorm.--- 
IIl-fated matron !---for, alas! in vain : 
Thy eager glances wander o'er the main l 
_ ?Tis the vex'd billows, that inſurgent rave, 

Their white foam ſilvers yonder diſtant wave, 
Tis not his ſails thy huſband comes no more! 
His bones now whiten an accurſed ſhore |--- 

Retire, for hark ! the ſea-gull eh ſoars, 


N The lurid atmoſphere portentous low'rs ; 


Night's 


e 
Night's ſullen ſpirit groans in ev'ry gale, 
And o'er the waters draws the darkling veil, . 
Sighs in thy hair, and chills thy throbbing breaſt--- 
Oo, wretched mourner {---weep thy wa toreſt! 


Yet, tho? through life is loſt each 61 delight, 
Tho? ſet thy earthly ſun in dreary night, 
Oh! raiſe thy thoughts to yonder ſtarry plain, 
And own thy ſorrow ſelfiſh, weak, and vain ; 
Since, while Britannia, to his virtues juſt, 


Twines the bright wreath, and rears th' ar buſt ; 


While on each wind of heav'n his fame ſhall — 
In endleſs incenſe to the ſmiling —_— 


Tur ATTENDANT Power, * bade his fails ex- 


pand, 

And waft her bleſſings to each barren had, 

Nou raptur'd bears him to th' immortal plains, 
Where Mercy hails him with congenial ſtrains; 
Where ſoars, on Joy's white plume, his ſpirit free, 
And angels choir him, while he waits for THREE. 
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ODE ro Tur SUN. 
Prize Pot at Batheaſton, April 1779. 
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Lox D of the Planets! in their courſe 
'Thro? the long tracts of never-ceaſing day, 
Who to their orbs, with matchleſs force, 
Bendeſt their rapid, wild, reluQant way; 
Tho? midſt the vaſt and glittring maze 

Of countleſs worlds, that round thee blaze, 
Small, dim, and cold, our little Earth appears, 
Thy life-enkindling light ſhe ſhares : 

From the chill Pole's far-ſhining mountains fore, 
To ſandy Afric's ſultry ſnore, 


Wide o'er her plains thy living luſtres ſtream, 


In Lapland's long pale day, and fart Numidia' 8 beam. 5 


u. 


For her with delegated right, 
Thy virgin-ſiſter in thy abſence ſhines, 
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. 
Throws her ſoft robe of ny light 


| Orer ſullen Night's opake and ſhadowy ſhrines ; 
Thuy watchful centinel, ſhe reigns _ 
Controller of the watry plains, 
Onward her ſilver arm the Ocean guides, 
Or daſhes back the impetuous tides. 
But thou, on the green wave's capacious bed, 


Haſt light, and lite, and gladneſs ſhed, 


Thro' liquid mountains, as they roll, 
Darting the beauteous _ the . ing ſoul, 


5 : m. 


That paints the ſhes meandring mould 


Or ſpots the twinkling fin with gold; 


That gives the diamond's eye to blaze 


With all thy bright and arrowy rays.--- 


Low in the billowy hold, 


Where the mighty whales are ſtraying, 


And the burniſt'd dolphins playing, 

There, with tremulous light, thou charmeſt 
Nations baſking i i thy gleam ; 

And Cen there thy earth thou warmeſt 
With thy mild prolific beam : 


From the dwarf coral, with his . horns, 

Or ſea-moſs, matted round her briny caves, 

Io the broad oak, that Albion's cliff adorns, 
And bears her ſons triumphant o'er the waves; 


. 9 85 
Fach ſtem, root, leaf, fair fruit, and flowret bright, 
Luſtre and fragrance drink from thy all-cheating light. 
5 5 
| Remov'd from its more ardent ray, 
In grafly Albion's deep umbrageous vales, 
Thou bid'ſt them bloom in ſoft array, 
And breathe ſweet incenſe on her vernal gales. 
Thy red Motn bluſhes on her ſhores, 


And liquid gems profuſely pours ; 


Thy gay Noon glows with unoppreſſive beams, 
And glitters on her winding ſtreams; 


Thy modeſt Evening draws the deep'ning ſhades 
O'er her green hills, and bowery glades, 
Till the fair Months, with faded charms, 
Shrink in the chilly graſp of Winter's icy arms. 
But this highly-favoured year, 
From thee with gifts peculiar ſprung ; _ 
At thy command Autumna fair 


Her golden veſt oer ſhiv'i ring Winter tung; 1 
And bid him his pale ling'ring hours 

Gaily deck with fragrant flow'rs; 

For his hoar brow matur'd the Violet wreath, 
From his wan lip bid pleaſure breathe ; 
No more he blaſts the plain, or warps the tide, | 
But throws his iron rod aſide, 
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{ 0-3 
His ſoften'd gale ſerenely blows, 


Till with Italia's charms hybernal Albion glows. 


VI. 


Great Sun! like PTY with effluence bright, 


Rich ſource of intellectual light, 
Benign Humanity appears, 


From Sorrow ſhielding, and from Cares, 


And Poverty's ſad blight. 
Genius hails thee, Pow'r propitious ! 
| Ripening in thy ſmile auſpicious! 
Light divine! thy bounty ſtreaming 
. * Conſecrates this deſtin'd ground, 
On the vaſe thy luſtre beaming, 
Inſpiration breathes around.“ 
The nobler pleaſures of the moral world 


From this internal radiance gently flow, 


As when, oh Sun! thy ſummer- beams are hurPd, 


And Air, Earth, Ocean, all exulting glow.--- 
Great Sun ! with plenty ever bleſs theſe plains, 


Where Genius ſtrikes the Ly re, and 3 Mercy 1 


| reigns! | 


* It muſt be . chat this is a charitable as f 


well as a Poetic infotution- 
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1769. 


ON 


+> 
L EET TRE. 


ADDRESSED TO HER 


J N TH E YE A R 


| 


MONODY 


By Maiss 


"is 13 v, 
SIR HENRY CLINTON, 
KNIGHT OF TH CL SA TH 


Sn, 


W, TH the zeal of a religious Enthuſiaſt 
to his murdered Saint, the Author of this 

: mournful Eulogium conſecrates it to the me- 
mory of Mayor Andrs, who fell « Martyr in 
N the Cauſe of his King and Country, with the 
firm intrepidity of a Roman, and the amiable 
15 refignation of a Chriſtian Hero, ; 


Diſtant 


) 


Diſtant Awe and Reverence prevent her 


* theſe Effuſions of Gratitude to the be- 


neficent and Royal Patron af the Andre F a- 
mily. May Mr. Andre's illuſtrious General, 5 


the Guardian of his injured Honour, his con- - 


1 1 ſpicuous and perſonal Friend, deign to accept 
1 b them from One, who was once happy in the 


|| | N Friendſhip of the GLokious Suryrnen, 
Your EXCELLENCY'S 
moſt obedient humble Servant, 


ANNA SEWARD. 


— 
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0 D kw the fem the vex d Atlantic roars ! * . 


Thy Genius, Britain, wanders on its ſhores ! 
And groans of Anguiſh, mid the ſhrieks of War! be 
Hears the deep curſes of the Great and Brave, 


| Sigh in the wind, and murmur on the wave 


And throws his “ viftor garland to the winds 


Bids ſteel-clad Valour chace that dove-like Bride, 


— ä 2 4 2 9922 * 
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yon ; 


MAJOR ANDRE. 


Hears cries of horror wafted from afar, 


Over his damp brow the ſable crape he binds, 


Bids haggard Winter, in the drear ſojourn, 

Tear the dim foliage from her drizzling urn; 5 

With ſickly yew unfragrant cypreſs twine, 
And hang the duſky wreath round Honour's ſhrine. 


Enſeebling Mercy, from his awful ſide 3 ; 


Victor parland. —Alluding to the a by Lord 
Cornwallis. 


Where 


_— — 
wa. _—_ Way. va. 


Where long ſhe ſat and check d the ardent rein, 
As whirl'd his chariot o'er th' embattled plain; 


oY Rais'd her white arm, and ſtay'd th uplifted ſpear ; ; 


And glut with gore th' infatiate Dogs of War !--- 


And one, extended o'er th* Atlantic wave, 
Points to his Andre's ignominzous grave! : 


The boldeft numbers of her raptur'd lyre 


Dear, lovely Youth ! whofe gentle virtues ſtole 
Thro Friendſhip? 8 oft ning medium on her ſoul * 


| 1 for Major Andre's execution. 


Author i in his correſpondence with — | 


Gilded with ſunny ſmile her April tear, 


Then, in her place, bids Vengeance mount the car, 


With one pale hand the “ bloody ſcroll he rears, 
And bids his Nations blot it with their tears; Fx 


"And ſhall hs Muſe, that marks the folemn ſcene, 


« As buſy Fancy lifts the veil between,” 


Refuſe to mingle in the awful train, 
Nor breathe, with glowing zeal, the votive drein? 
From public fame ſhall admiration fire 


To hymn a Stranger? — and with ardent lay 
Lead the wild mourner round her Cook's morai; 
While Andre fades upon his dreary bier 

And + Julia's only tribute is her tear? 


hoch ſcroll —The Court-Martial decree, ſigned at 


+ Julia —The name by which Mr. Andre addreſſed the 


Ah 


(=) 


Ah no !---with every firong reſiſtleſs plea, | 
Riſe the recorded days ſhe paſs'd with thee, 
While each dim ſhadow of o'er-whelming Years, 
With Eagle-glance reverted memory clears. 


Belov'd Companion of the faireſt hours 
That roſe for her in Joy's reſplendent bow'rs, 


How gaily ſhone on thy bright morn of Youth | 
The Star of Pleaſure, and the Sun of Truth | 4 
Full from their ſource deſcended on thy mind * 
Each gen'rous virtue, and each taſte refin'd; 5 
* Voung Genius led thee to his varied fane, 17 
. | Bade thee aſk * all his gifts, nor aſk in vain; Fr 
Hence novel thoughts, in ev'ry luſtre dreſt 4 
Of pointed Wit, that diamond of the breaſt ; 1 

Hence glow'd thy ſancy with poetic ray, 4 

Hence muſic warbled in thy ſprightly lay; 's 

And hence thy pencil, with his colours warm, 5 

Caught ev'ry grace, and copied ev'ry charm . 
Whoſe tranfient glories beam on Beauty's cheek, 1 

And bid thy glowing Ivory breathe and ſpeak. OF 

All bis gifts. Mr. Andre had confpicuous talents for 134 

| Poetry, Muſic, and Painting, Tte News-papers mention- g ij . 
„ ed a ſatiric poem of his upon the Americans, Which was . + 
| ſuppoſed to have ſtimulated their harharity towards him.— i110 
Of his wit and vivacity, the letters ſubjoined to this work . 

| afford ample proof.—They were addreſſed to the Author Ws 
by Mr. Andre when he was a Youth of eighteen. 38 | 
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( 28 * 
Bleſt pencil ! by kind Fate rd to fave 
Honora's ſemblance from her * early grave. 
Oh! while on 1 Julia's arm it ſweetly ſmiles, 
And each lorn thought, each long regret beguiles, 
| Fondly ſhe weeps the hand which form'd the ſpell, 
No ſhroudleſs mould'ring in its earthly cell! 
But ſure the Youth, whoſe ill-ſtarr'd paſſion ſtrove 
With all the pangs of inauſpicious Love, 
Full oft deplor'd the fatal art that ſtole 
The jocund freedom of its Maſter's ſoul! 
While with nice hand he mark'd the figs grace 1 
And matchleſs ſweetneſs of Honora's face, 
Tb' enamour d Youth the faithful traces bleſt 5 
That barb'd the dart of Beauty in his breaſt; 
Around his neck th* enchanting Portrait hung, 
While a warm vow burſt ardent from his tongue, 
That from his boſom no ſucceeding day, 
No chance ſnould bear that taliſman away. 


* Farly grade. Miſs Honora S—— to whom Mr. An- 
dre's attachment was of ſuch a ſingular conſtancy, died in 
a conſumption a few months before he ſuffered death at 
Tappan. She had married another Gentleman four years 
after her engagement with Mr. Andre had been diſſolved | 
: by parental Authority. | ; 


I Fulid's arm. Mr. Andre new two miniature ier 5 
of Miſs Honora SS— on his firſt acquaintance with her at 


Buxton in the Year 1769, one for himſelf, the other for 
the Author of thus Poem. | 


( 29 ) 
Twas thus * Apeliics baſk'd in Beauty” s blaze, 
And felt the miſchief of the ſteadfaſt gaze ; 
Trac'd with diſorder'd hand Campaſ pe's charms, 
And as their beams the kindling Canvaſs warms, 
_ Triumphant Love, with till ſuperior art, 
Engraves their wonders on the Painter's heart. 


Dear loſt Companion! ever conſtant Youth ! 
That Fate had ſmibd on thy unequaPd truth 

Nor bound th' enſanguin'd laurel on that brow _ 
Where Love ordain'd his brighteſt wreath to glow! 
Then Peace had led thee to her ſofteſt bow'rs, | 
And Hymen ſtrew'd thy path with all his flow'rs 3 3 
Drawn to thy roof, by Friendſhip's ſilver cord, 

Each ſocial Joy had brighten'd at thy board; 

Science, and ſoft affection's blended rays 

Had ſhone unclouded on thy lengthen'd days 3 
From hour, to hour, thy taſte, with conſcious pride, 
Had mark'd new talents in thy lovely Bride; 
Till thou hadſt own'd the magic of her face 
Thy fair Honora's leaſt engaging grace. 
Dear loſt Honora'! o'er thy early bier 

The Muſe ſtill ſheds her ever ſacred tear !--- 


; 7 7 was thus Ape es. thr i is very elegant upon this 
_ circumſtance in an 2 Ode to his F riend Mr. Howard the 
Painter. 


The 


1 
The bluſhing roſe-bud in its vernal bed, Er ” 
By Zephyrs fan'd, and murm'ring fountains fed, 5 
In June's gay morn that ſcents the ambient air, 
Was not more ſweet, more innocent, or fair. 
Ohl when ſuch Pairs their kindred Spirit find, 
When Senſe and Virtue deck each ſpotleſs Mind, 
Hard is the doom that ſhall the union break, 
And Fate's dark — hovers of er the wreck. 


Now Prudence, i in her cold nnd thrifty care, : 
; Frow n'd on the Maid, and bad the Youth deſpair; * 
For Pow'r Parental ſternly ſaw, and ſtrove 

To tear the lilly-bands of plighted Love; 

Nor ſtrove in vain ;---but while the Fair One's ſighs 
Diſperſe, like April-ſtorms in ſunny ſkies, 

The firmer Lover, with unſwerving truth, 

To his firſt paſſion conſecrates his Youth ; 

Tho' four long years a night of abſence prove, 

Vet Hope's ſoft ſtar ſhone trembling on his Love; 
Till * buſy Rumour chas'd each pleaſing dream 
And n the radiance of the ſilver beam. 


« Honora loſtl— my kappy Rival's Bride ES 
os Swell ye full Sails | and roll thou mighty Tide! 


1 B R Ruler. —The tidings of 3 5 1 | 
Upon that event Mr. Andre quitted his Profeſſion as a 
Merchant and join'd our Army in America. 


« O'er 


EL oo 


cc Ofer the dark waves forſaken Andre bear 


Amid the vollying thunders of the War! HD 
Jo win bright Glory from my Country's Foes, 


„ F'en in this ice of Lo vx, my boſom glows. 


Voluptuous Lonpon ! where thy turrets blaze, 
„Their hundred thrones the frolic Pleaſures raiſe 5 
Bid proud Expence Sabean odours bring, 


Nor aſk her roſes of the tardy Spri ing; 


Where Muſic floats the glitt'ring roofs among, 
And with meand' ring cadence {wells the Song; 
40 Where Painting burns the Grecian Meed to claim, 
* From the high temple of immortal Fame, | 
Bears to the radiant Goal, with ardent pace, 
„Her Kaufman's beauty, and her Reynold's grace; 


„Where Sun-clad Poetry the ſtrain inſpires, ke. 
« And foils the Grecian Harps the Latian Lyres. 


Ve ſof®ning Luxuries! ye poliſh'd Arts! 


« Bend your enfeebling rays on tranquil hearts! 
I quit the Song, the Pencil, and the Lyre, 


* White robes of Peace, and Pleaſure's ſoft attire, 


To ſeize the Sword, to mount the rapid Car, ; 
In all the proud habiliments of War. 

„„ Honora loſt! I woo a ſterner Bride, 

„The arm'd Bellona calls me to her ſide; 


« Harſh is the muſic of our marriage ſtrain! 
It breathes in thunder from the weſtern Slaik ! k 
* Wide 


1 
Wide ofer the watery world its echo's roll, 
And rouſe each latent ardor of my Soul. 
And tho” unlike the ſoft melodious lay, 
« That gaily wak'd Honora's nuptial day, 
Its deeper tones ſhall whiſper, &er they ceaſe, 
«© More genuine tranſport, and more laſting peace ! 5 


„ KReſolvd I gol nor from that fatal bourn 
To theſe gay ſcenes ſhall Andre's ſtep return! 
Set is the ſtar of Love, that ought to guide 
His reffluent Bark acroſs the mighty Tide !--- 
„ But while my Country's Foes, with impious hand 
„ Hurl ver the ſubje& plains the livid brand 
« Of dire Sedition !---Oh ! let Heav'n ordain 
«© While Andie lives, he may not live in vain! 


c Yet without one kind farewell, cou'd J roam 
« Far from my weeping Friends, my peaceful home, 
„The beſt affections of my heart muſt ceaſe, f 
« And gratitude be loſt, with hope, and peace! 


« My lovely Siſters! who were wont to twine 
« Your Soul's ſoft feelings with each wiſh of mine, 
Shall, when this breaſt beats high at Glory's call, 
„From your mild eyes the ſhow*rs of Sorrow fall ?--- 
*The light of Excellence, that round you glows, 
Decks with reflected beams your Brother's brows ! 


„ That us'd to ſparkle in Maria's face.---- 


438) 


« Oh! may his Fame in ſome diſtinguiſh'd day, 


« Pour on that Excellence the brighteſt ray 1 
« Dim clouds of Woe ! ye veil each fprightly grace 


« My * tuneful Anna to her lute complains, 


But Griefs fond throbs arreſt the parting ſtrains.— 
Fair as the ſilver bloſſom on the thorn, 


Soft as the ſpirit of the vernal morn, 


« Louiſa, chace thoſe trembling fears, that prove 

| « Th' ungovern'd terrors of a Siſter's love. 

They bend thy ſweet head, like yon lucid flow r, 
"- That ſhrinks and fades beneath the Summer O 


.- "66 © ſhow r. 


Ohl file, my Siſters; on this deftin'd dy, 


And with the radiant omen gild my way! 


* And thou, my Brother, gentle as the gale, 


 « Whoſe breath perfumes anew the bloſſom'd vale, 

Vet quick of Spirit, as th' electric beam, 

4 When from the clouds its darting lightnings ſtream, | 

© Soothe with inceſſant care our Mother's woes, 
And huſh her anxious ſighs to ſoft repoſe.--- 

And be ye ſure, when diſtant far I ſtray 


To ſhare the 8 of the e 55 


3 Tuneful * Anne Andre has a poetical 
talent. 
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« Your all faithful amity ſhall reſt 
= The * laſt dear record of my 3 rea, 


- 
wa 9 = — 
3 2 1. 9 
. - 


* Oh! graceful Prieſteſs at the fane of Truth, 
0 Friend of my Soul! and guardian of my Youth! 
„ Skil'd to convert the duty to the choice, 

My gentle Mother !---in whoſe melting voice 
The virtuous precept, that perpetual flow'd, 
With Muſic warbled, and with beauty glow'd, _ 
„Thy tears ah Heaven [---not drops of molten 
„ . 
« pour d on thy hapleſ Son? 8 1 head, 

With keener ſmart had each ſenſation torn !--- 

They wake the nerve where agonies are born! 

« But Oh! reſtrain me not !---thy tender ſtrife, 
* What would it ſave ?---alas} thy Andre's life! 

„ Oh! what a weary pilgrimage *twill prove 
« Strew'd with the thorns of diſappointed Love] 

«© Ne'er can he break the charm, whoſe fond contrel, 
By habit rooted, lords it o'er his ſoul, | 
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* Laſt dear record. I have a Mother and three Sif- 
ters, to whom the value of my commiſſion would be an 
object, as the loſs of Grenada has much affected their 
income. It is needleſs to be more explicit on this 
ſubject, I know your Excellency's goodneſs.”——See 
Major Andre's laſt letter to General Clinton, publiſhed 
in the Gazette. 


« If 


J 
« If here he languiſh i in inglorious eaſe, 


„Where Science palls, and Pleaſures ceaſe to pleaſe. 
<« ?Tis Glory only, with her potent ray, 


Can chace the clouds that darken all his way. 


Then dry thoſe pearly drops, that widely flow, 


Nor ſnatch the laurel from my youthful brow !--- 


„The Rebel Standard blazes to the noon ! 


And Glory's path is bright before thy Son! 


„Then join thy voice ! and thou with Heav'n ordain 


„While Andre lives, he may not live in vain l' 


| He fays !--—-and ſighing ſeeks the buſy ſtrand 
Where anchor'd Navies wait the wiſh*d command. 


To the full gale the nearer billows roar, 


And proudly laſh the circumſcribing ſhore ; 
While furious on the craggy coaſt they rave, 
All calm and lovely rolls the diſtant wave; 


For onward, as th' unbounded waters ſpread, 


Deep fink the rocks in their capacious bed, 
And all their pointed terrors utmoſt force, 
But * interrupts the billows courſe. 


80 an his preſent hour rude paſſion preys 4 


So ſmooth the proſpe& of his future days! 


Unconſcious of the Storm that grimly ſleeps, 
To wreck its fury on th' unſhelter'd Deeps ! 
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Now yielding waves divide before the ptow, 

The white ſails bend, the ſtreaming pennants glow ; 
And ſwiftly waft him to the weſtern plain, 

Where fierce Bellona rages cer the lain. 


Firm in their ſtrength oppoſing Legions ſtand, 
Prepar'd to drench with blood the thirſty Land. 
Now Carnage hurls her flaming bolts afar, 

And Deſolation groans amid the War. | 

As bleed the Valiant, and the Mighty yield, 

_ Death ſtalks, the only Victor o'er the field. 


Poremoſt in all the horrors: of the day, 
 Impetuous * Andre leads the glorious way; 

Till, raſhly bold, by numbers ſorc'd to yield, 
They drag him captive from the long-fought field.--- 
Around the Hero croud th' exulting Bands, 
And ſeize the ſpoils of War with bloody hands ; : 
Snatch the dark plumage from his awful creſt, 
And tear the golden creſent from his breaſt ; 
The ſword, the tube, that wings the death bow far, 
And all the fatal implements of War? 


Gra | * Impetuous 3 alt; 18 in this paſſage only that 8 2 

has been employed through the narrative of the poem. 
Mr. Andie was a priſoner in America, ſoon after his arrival 
there, but the Author is unacquainted with the circum 
ſtances of the action in which te was taken. 


Silent, 


wo. 


1 
Silent, unmov'd the gallant Youth ſurvey'd | 
The laviſh ſpoils triumphant Ruffians made. 


The idle ornament, the uſeleſs ſpear 
He little recks, but oh! there is a fear 
Pants with quick throb, while yearning ſorrows dart 


T hro all his ſenſes to his trembling heart. 


« What tho' Honora's voice no more ſhall charm! 


« No more her beamy ſmile my boſom warm! 
Vet from theſe eyes ſhall Force for ever tear 
The ſacred Image of that Form ſo dear ?--- _ 
oc Shade * of my Love !----tho' mute and cold hn d 


« charms, 


« Ne er haſt thou bleſt my happy Rivals arms! 


| « To my fad heart each Dawn has ſeen PE pelt l 


Each Night has laid thee pillow'd on my breaſt ! 
Force ſhall not tear thee from thy faithful ſhrine ; 


Thou ne'er wert his, and ſhait be ever mine! 


* Shade of my Love.— The miniature of Honora. A 


letter from Major Andre to one of his Friends, written a 


few years ago, contained the following ſentence. * I haye 


been taken priſoner by the Americans and ſtript of every 


60 ching except the picture of Honora, which I concealed 


in my mouth. Preſerving that I yet think my on ſortu- 


5 nate. N 


« ?'T'ig 


18 
6 Tis fixdl—theſe lips ſhall reſolute incloſe 
*The precious Soother of my ceaſeleſs woes. 
« And ſhou'd relentleſs Violence invade OE 
© This laſt retreat, by frantic Fondneſs made, 
One way remains Fate whiſpers to my Soul 
Intrepid “ Portia and her burning coal! 
So ſhall the throbbing Inmate of my breaſt 


„From Love's ſole ain meet everlaſting reſt 1 


| While theſe fad thoughts i in \ fiſt bac fire 

1 he ſmother'd embers of each fond deſire, 

Quick to his mouth his eager hand removes 
The beauteous ſemblance of the Form he loves. 

That darling treaſure ſafe, refign'd he wears 

'The ſordid robe, the ſcanty viand ſhares ; 

With chearful fortitude content to wait 

The barter'd . of a kinder fate, 


Now many a Moon in her 0 courſe had ſhed, 
The . beam on Andre 5 _ head, 


* Intrepid Portia.- 
„ BxuTUs.] 3 of wy abſence, „ 5 
«© And grie ved that young Octavius, with Mark Anthony 
Had made themſelves ſo ſtrong, the grew Amed, | 
" W And, her Attendants abſent ſwallow'd fire, 
. Cazs1vs.] And dyd fo? 
4 BxuTvVs.] Even fo! 


See Shakeſpeare s ow of Julius Ceſar, 4. xv, Scene IV. 
At 


(39) 


At length the Sun roſe jocund, to adorn 
With all his ſplendor the enfranchis'd Morn. 

Again the Hero joins the ardent Train 
That pours its thouſands on the tented plain; 
And ſhines difſtinguiſh'd in the long Array, 
Bright as the ſilver ſtar that leads the Day! 
His modeſt temperance, his wakeful heed, 

His filent diligence, his ardent ſpeed, . 

Each warrior duty to the Veteran taught, 

| Shaming the vain Experience Time had brought. 

: Dependance ſcarcely feels his gentle ſway, | 
He ſhares each want, and ſmiles each grief away 3 5 
And to the virtues of a noble Heart 
Unites the talents of inventive Art. 
Thus from his ſwift and faithful pencil flow 

The Lines, the Camp, the Fortreſs of the Foe ; 
Serene to counteract each deep Deſign, . 


Points the dark Ambuſh, and the ſ. pringing Mine; 


Till as a breathing Incenſe, Andre's name 
Pervades the Hoſt, and ſwells the loud acclaim. 


The Chief no virtue views with cold regard, 
Skilld to diſcern, and generous to reward; 
Each tow'ring hope his honor'd ſmiles impart, 

As near his Perſon, and more near his heart 


The graceful Youth he draws, 


Oh! 


\ 


—and round his brow 


5 Bids Rank and Pow'r their mingled brilliance throw. 
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In fable horror ſhroud each dazzling charm, 


i 
| 


—— — 
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6 
Ohl! haſt thou ſeen a oe Morn of May 

In cryſtal beauty ſhed the modeſt ray? 

And with its balmy dews refreſhing ſhow'r = 
Swell the young grain, and ope the purple flower? 
In bright'ning luſtre reach its radiant Noon, 
Rob'd in the gayeſt mantle of the Sun? 

Then *mid the ſplendors of its azure ſkies, 

Oh! haſt thou ſeen the cruel Storm ariſe ? 


And daſh their glories back with icy arm! 


'Thus lower'd the deathful cloud amid the blaze | 
Of Andre's Deſtiny,—and quench'd i its rays |— = 
Ah fatal Embaſſy !---thy hazard's dire 
His kindling Soul with ev'ry ardor fire; 
Great Clinton gives it to the courage prov'd, 
85 And the known wiſdom of the Friend he lov'd. 


As fair Euryalus to meet his Fate, 

With Nyſus ruſhes from the Dardan gate, 

| Relentleſs Fate ! whoſe fury ſcorns to ſpare 
'The ſnowy breaſt, red lip, and ſhining hair, 
So poliſh'd Andre launches on the waves, 
Where “ Hudſon's tide its dreary confine laves. 


 *® Hudſon's tide. Major Andre came up the Hudſon Ri- 
ver to meet General Arnold. On his return by Land he 
| fell into o the hands of the E,. 


With | 


(u) 

With firm intrepid foot the Youth explores 
Fach dangerous pathway of the hoſtile ſhores; 
But on no Veteran Chief his ſtep attends, 
As filent round the gloomy Wood he wends z 
Alone he meets the brave repentant Foe, 
Fuſtains his late reſolve, receives his vow, 
- With ardent ſkill directs the doubtful courſe, 

Seals the firm bond — ratifies its force. 8 


1 5 Aurkic A, thy G2 885 fly, 
And wave new banners in their native ſky ! 
Sick of the miſchiefs artful Gallia pours, 

In friendly ſemblance on thy ravag'd ſhores. 
Unnatural compact I—ſhall a Race of Slaves 
Suſtain the pond'rous ſtandard Freedom waves ? 


No! while their feign'd Protection ſpreads the toils, 


The Vultures hover o'er the deſtin'd ſpoils ! 
How fade Provincial glories, while You run 
To court far deeper bondage than you ſhun ! 
Is this the generous active riſing Flame, 
That boaſted Liberty's immortal name! 

Blaze d for its rights infring'd, its trophies torn, 


And taught the Wiſe the dire miſtake to mourn, . 


When haughty Britain, in a luckleſs hour, 
With rage inebriate, and the luſt of pow'r, 
To fruitleſs conqueſt, and to countleſs graves 

| Led her gay Legions o'er the weſtern waves! 


(42) 


The Fiend of Diſcord, cow'ring at the prow, 
Sat darkly ſmiling. at thy WY woe! 


- "Long did my Soul the wretched life ſurvey, 
And wept the horrors of the deathful day; 
Thro' rolling Years ſaw undecifive War 
Drag bleeding Wiſdom at his iron Car; 
Exhauſt my Country's treaſure, pour her gore 
In fruitleſs conflict on the diſtant ſhore; 
Saw the firm Congreſs all her might oppoſe, 
| And while 1 mourn 'd Her _— rever's her Foes. 


1 But when, repentant of her prouder aim, 
She gently waves the long diſputed claim; 
Extends the charter with your rights reſtor d, 
And hides in olive wreaths the blood-ſtain'd ſword. 
Ihen to reject her peaceful wreaths, and throw | 
Your Country's freedom to our mutual Foe !--- 
Infatuate Land I- from that deteſted day 
Diſtracted Councils, and the thirſt of Sway, 
Rapacious Avarice, Superſtition vile, 
And all the Frenchman diQates in his guile 
| Diſgtace your Congreſs ! i--- Juſtice drops her ſcale! 7 
And radiant Liberty averts her ſail! 
They fly indignant the polluted plain, | 
Where Truth is ſcorn'd and Mercy pleads in vain. 


EE p , eu 


That 


a 


That me does plead in vain, thy witneſs bear, 
Accurſed Hour !---Oh ! darkeſt of the Year] 
That with Misfortune's deadlieſt venom fraught 
To Tappan's Wall the gallant Andre brought, 
Snar'd in her fatal Maze, and borne away 
Of fell Revenge, + in all its guilt the Prey 1 


on Waſhington! 1 thought thee great and ook, 
Nor knew thy Nero-thirſt of guiltleſs blood! li 
Severe to uſe the pow'r that Fortune gave, 
Thou cool determin'd Murderer of the Brave! 1 
Loſt to each fairer Virtue, that inſpires 
Ihe genuine fervor of the Patriot fires! 
And You, the baſe Abettors of the bin, 2 

That ſunk his blooming honours in the tomb, 

Tb' opprobrious tomb your harden'd hearts decreed, 
While all he aſk'd was as the Brave to bleed! 
Nor other boon the glorious Youth implor'd 
Save the cold Mercy of the Warrior-Sword ! 
O dark, and pitileſs l your impious hate 
O'er-whelm'd the Hero in the Ruffian's fate 
Stopt with the * Felon-cord the roſy breath! 
And yenonr'd with * the darts of Death? 


| Remorſeleſs ö 


® Felen-cord.—% As l fuffer in the defence of my rm 
#* I muſt conſider this hour as the moſt en of my life. — 
| - * Remem- 
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( 44 ) 
| Remorſeleſs Waſhington ! the day ſhall come 


- deep repentance for this barb'rous doom! 
When injur'd Andre's memory ſhall inſpire 
A kindling Army with reſiſtleſs fire; 


Fach falchion ſharpen that the Britons wield, ; 
And lead their fierceſt Lion to the field! | 
Then, when each hope of thine ſhall ſet in night, 


When dubious dread, and unavailing flight 


Impel your Hoſt, thy guilt-upbraided Soul 
Shall wiſh untouch'd the ſacred Life you ſtole! 


And when thy Heart appalPd and vanquiſh'd Pride nl 
Shall vainly aſk the mercy they deny'd, 
With horror ſhalt thou meet the fate they gave, 


Nor Pity gild the darkneſs of thy grave! 


| For Infamy with livid hand ſhall ſhed 


Eternal mildew on the ruthleſs head ! 


Lefs cruel far than thou, on Illium's plain 
1 raging for Patroclus ſlain! 


When hapleſs Priam bends the aged knee 
To deprecate the Victor's dire decree, 


The Nobler Greek, in melting pity ſpares 


The lifeleſs Hector to his Father's pray'rs, 


Remember that I die as becomes a Britiſh Officer, while 
« the manner of my death muſt reflect diſgrace on your 
„ Commander.” See Major Andre's laſt words, inſerted 
in the General Evening | Poſt, for Tueſday, November the 
14, * 


Fierce 


„ 


Fierce as he was; “tis Cowards only knorr 
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(49) 
Perſiſting 3 oer a fallen Foe. 


But no intreaty wakes the ſoft remorſe, 


Oh murder'd Andre ! for thy ſacred Corſe; 
Vain were an Army's, vain its Leader's ſighs !--- 


Damp in the Earth on Hudſon's ſhore it lies! 


| Unſhrouded welters in the wint'ry Storm, 

And gluts the riot of the“ Tappan-Worm ! 
But oh! its duſt, like Abels blood, ſhall riſe 
And call for juſtice ſrom the angry ſkies! | 


What tho? the Tyrants, with malignant pride, 


To thy pale Corſe each decent right deny'd ! 


Thy graceful limbs in no kind covert laid, 
Nor with the Chriſtian-Requiem ſooth'd thy ſhade ! 
Yet on thy graſs-green Bier ſoft April-Show'rs 


| _ Shall earlieſt wake the ſweet ſpontaneous Flow'rs! 


Bid the blue Hare-bell, and the Snow-Drop there 


Hang their cold cup, and drop the pearly tear! 
And oft, at penſive Eve's ambiguous gloom, 


Imperial Honour, bending o'er thy tomb, 


With ſolemn ſtrains ſhall lull thy deep repoſe, 
And with his deathleſs Laurels ſhade thy brows ! 


4 7 an. — The place where Major Andre was excuted. 


Lamented 
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46) 
"Lada Youth! while with inverted four 


The Britiſh Legions pour th' indignant tear! 


Round the dropt arm the“ funeral-ſcarf entwine, 
And in their hearts deep core thy worth enſhrine ; 
While my weak Muſe, in fond attempt and vain, | 


But feebly pours a periſhable ſtrain, 
Oh! ye diſtinguiſh'd Few! whoſe glowing lays : 
Bright Phoebus kindles with his pureſt rays, | 


Snatch from its radiant ſource the living fire, 
And light with 4 Veſtal flame your AND RE's 
= HALLOW D PYRE! 


. Funeral. ſcarf. Our whole 4 in America went in- 


to mourning for Major An, a diftinguiſh' d tribute to his 


mer: t. 


+ Veflal flame. The Veſtal * was kept perpetually 


: burning, and originally kindled from the rays of the Sun. 


LETTERS 


1 2 4 


Addreſſed to the AuTHOR 4 the foregoing 


F ROM their axrecable ti to tas, 
my deareſt Friends are by this time returned to their 


held thoſe fortunate ſpires, the conſtant witneſſes of all 
| their pains and pleaſures. I can well conceive the 
emotions of joy which their firſt appearance from the 


to welcome you home, and invite you to reiterate 
thoſe hours of happineſs, of which they are a ſpecies 
of monument. I ſhall have an eternal love and reve- 
rence for them. Never ſhall I forget the joy that 


to me from Needwood Foreſt on our return with you 


(47 ) 
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Pozm, by Major Andre, when he was a 
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thrice beloved Lichfield. Once again have they be- 


neighbouring hills, excites after abſence ; they ſeem 


danced in Honora's eyes, when ſhe firſt ſhewed them 


from 
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from Buxton to Lichfield. 1 FOI VO ſhe called 
them the Ladies of the Valley—their lightneſs and 
elegance deſerve the title. Oh! how I loved them 
from that inſtant! My enthuſiaſm concerning them 


is carried farther even than yours and Honora's, for 


every object that has a pyramidal form, recalls them 
to my recollection, with a ſenſation, that * the 
tear of 1 into my eyes. 


7 happy muſt you have been at Shrewſbury ! 
only that you tell me, alas! that dear Honora was 
not ſo well as you wiſhed during your ſtay there.--- 
] always hope the beſt. My impatient ſpirit rejects 
every obtruding idea, which I have not fortitude to 
ſupport---DoQor Darwin's ſkill, and your tender care 
will remove that ſad pain in her ſide, which makes 
writing troubleſome and injurious to her ; Which robs. 


her poor * Cher Jean of thoſe precious pages, with 
which, he flatters himſelf, ſhe would otherwiſe have 
indulged him. 


EO your 3 Shrewſbury ſcorned to be in- 
debted to public amuſements— Five Virgins- united 


| in the ſoft bonds of friendſhip !---How ſhould I have | 


A name of kindneſs, by which Mr. Andre was often 
called by his Mother and Siſters, and generally adopted 
by the perſons wentioned in theſe letters. 


liked 


"$8, 
liked to have made the fixth !---But you furprize me 
by ſuch an abſolute excluſion of the Beaux---I certainly 
thought that when five wiſe Virgins . were watching 
at midnight, it muſt have been in expectation of the 
Bridegroom's coming. Mi are at this inſtant five Vir- 
gins, writing round the ſame table My three Siſters, 
Mr. Ewer, and myſelf. I beg no refleQtions injurious | 
to the honour of poor Cher - Jian. My Mother is 
gone to pay a viſit, and has left us in poſſeſſion of the 
old Coach; but as for nags, we can boaſt of only two 
long-tails, and my Siſters ſay they are ſorry cattle, 
being no other than my friend Ewer and n,. who, 
to ſay truth, have « enormous * 


My dear Boiſſier 1s code to town ET 5 brought 

a little of the ſoldier with him, but he is the ſame ho- 
neſt, warm, intelligent friend I always found him. 
He facrifices the town. diverſions, ſince I will not t par- 
take of them. | 


We are jealous of your correſpondents, who are ſo 
numerous Vet, write to the Andie's often, my dear 
. Julia, for who are they that will value your letters 
quite ſo much as we value them? The leaſt ſcrap 

of a letter will be received with the greateſt joy--- 
urite therefore, though it were only to give us the 

comfort of having a piece of paper which bas recently 


D | paſſed 
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paſſed through your hands ; Honors will put in a 
little poſtſcript, were it only to tell me that ſhe is my 
very incere Friend, who will neither give me love 


nor comfort---very ſhort indeed, Honora, was thy laſt 


| poſtſcript !------But I am two preſumptuous ; I will 
not ſcratch out, but I unſay From the little there was 


I received more joy than I deſerve. This Cher Jean 5 
is an impertinent fellow, but he will grow diſcreet in 
time Lou mult confider him as a poor novice of 
eighteen, who, for all the fins he may commit, is ſuf- 


: ficiently n in the ſingle evil of vemg 120 mules 
: from Lichfield. 


My Mother and Sifters will go to Putney in a few 


days to ſtay ſome time---We none of us like Clapton 
I need not care, for I am all day long in town; but 
it is avoiding Scylla to fall into Charibdis.---You 
paint to me the pleaſant vale of Stow in the richeſt 
autumnal colouring :---In return I muſt tell you, that 
my zephyrs, are wafted through cracks in the wain- 
ſcot; for murmuring ſtreams I have dirty kennels; 
for bleating flocks, grunting pigs; and ſqualling cats 
for birds that inceſſantly warble---I have ſaid ſome- 


thing of this ſort in my letter to Miſs Spearman, and 


am twinged with the idea of theſe epiſtles being con- 
fronted, and that I ſhall recall to your memory the 
fat Knight's love letters to Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Page. 


Julia, 


But I do not wiſh to make you as doleful as myſelf ; 
and beſides, when I would expreſs the tender feelings 
of my ſoul, I have no language which does them any 
juſtice; if I had, I ſhould regret that you could not 


GS 51 T 
. perhaps thou fancieſt I am -A 


have it freſner, and that whatever one communicates 


by letter muſt go ſuch a round- about way, befbre it 


reaches one's correſpondent ; from the writer's heart, 


through his head, arm, hand, pen, ink, paper, over 
many a weary hill and dale, to the eye, head, and 
heart of the reader. I have often regretted our not 
poſſeſſing a ſort of faculty which ſhould enable our 
ſenſations, remarks, &c. to ariſe from their ſource in 
a ſort of exhalation, and fall upon our paper in words 
and phraſes properly adapted to expreſs them, with- 


out paſſing through an imagination whoſe operations 


ſo often fail to ſecond thoſe of the heart. 'Then what 


a metamorphoſe ſhould we ſee in people's ſtile! How 


eloquent thoſe who are truly attached | how ſtupid 
they who falſely profeſs affection! Perhaps the for- 
mer had never been able to expreſs half their regard; 
While the latter, by their flowers of rhetoric, had 
made us believe a thouſand times more than they ever 
felt---but this is whimſical moralizing. 


My Siſters Penſeroſos were diſperſed on their ar- 
rival in town, by the joy of ſceing Louiſa and their 
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dear little Brother Billy again, our kind and excellent 0 


Uncle Giradot, and Uncle Lewis Andre. I was glad 
to ſee them, but they complained, not without rea- 
| ſon, of the gloom upon my countenance---Billy wept | 
for joy that we were returned, while poor Cher Fear 
was ready to weep for ſorrow. Louiſa is grown ſtill 
| handſomer fince we left her. Our Siſters Mary and 
Anne, knowing your partiality to beauty, are afraid 
that when they ſhall introduce her to you, ſhe will 
put their noſes out of joint. Billy is not old enough 
for me to be afraid of in the rival-way, elſe I ſhould 
keep him aloof, for his heart is formed of thoſe affec- 

tionate materials, ſo dear to the ingenuous taſte of 5 
Julia and ber Honora. | 


— . in your reſentment againſt the Catio» 
nical Dons, who ſtumpify the heads of thoſe good 
green “ people, beneath whoſe friendly ſhade ſo ma- 
ny of your happieſt hours have glided away- - but they 
defy them; let them ſtumpify as much as they pleaſe, 
Time will repair the miſchief- their verdant arms 
Will again extend, and invite Vou to their ſnelter. 


The Evenings grow long- -I hope your converſati- 
on round the fire will ſometimes fall on the Andre's "I 
it will be a great comfort that they are remembered. 


»The trees in the Cathedral walk in Lichfield. 
„ 
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We chink our glaſſes to your healths at every meal--- 


Here's to our Lichfieldian friends, ſays Nanny 3 


Oh---h, ſays Mary ;---with all my ſoul, fay I ;--- 
Allons, cries my Mother ;---and the draught ſeems 


nectar. The libation made, we begin our uncloying : 


: theme, and ſo beguile the Foy evening, 


; Mr. and Mrs. Seward will accept my moſt affecti- 


onate reſpe&ts—My Male friend at Lichfield will join 
in your converſation on the Andres. Among the nu- 
merous good qualities he is poſſeſſed of, he certainly 

has gratitude, and then he cannot forget thoſe who ſo _ 

| ſincerely love and eſteem him—T, in particular, ſhall 
always recall with pleaſure the happy hours I have 
paſſed in his company—My friendſhip for him, and 
for your family, has diffuſed itſelf, like the precious 
ointment from Aaron's beard, on every thing which 
ſurrounds you, therefore I beg you would give my 


amitiès to the whole 'Town.—Perſuade Honora to for- 


give the length and ardor of the incloſed, and believe 


me truly 
your affectionate and faithful friend, 


J. ANDRE. 
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Loxpox, Oftober 19, 1769. 


Faou the midſt of bedks, papers, bills, and other 
implements of gain, let me lift up my drowſy head a 


while to converſe with dear Julia.— And firſt, as I 


know ſhe has a fervent wiſh to ſee me a Quill-driver, | 


I muſt tell her, that I begin as people are wont to do, 
to look upon my future profeſſion with great partia- 


lity. I no longer ſee it in ſo diſadvantageous a light. 
Inſtead of figuring a Merchant as a middle-aged man, 
with a bob wig, a rough beard, in ſnuff coloured 
cloaths, graſping a guinea in his red hand; I con- 


ceive a comely young man, with a tolerable pig-tail, 


5 wielding a pen with all the noble fierceneſs of the 


Duke of Marlborough brandiſhing a truncheon upon 


a ſign-poſt, ſurrounded with types and emblems, and 
canopied with cornucopiæs that diſembogue their 
ſtores upon his head ; Mercuries reclined upon bales of 


uo, 5 


( 55 ) 
goods; Genii playing with pens, ink and paper; — 


while in perſpective, his gorgeous Veſſels launched _ 
on the boſom of the ſilver Thames,” are wafting to 


diſtant lands the produce of this commercial Nation— 
Thus all the mercantile glories croud on my fancy, 


_ emblazoned in the moſt refulgent colouring of an ar- 


dent imagination—Borne on her ſoaring pinions I wing 
my flight to the time when Heaven ſhall have crown- 


ed my labours with ſucceſs and opulence. I ſee 
ſumptuous palaces riſing to receive me---I ſee Or- - 
phans, and Widows, and Painters, and Fidlers, and 


Poets, and Builders, protected and encouraged; and 


when the fabric is pretty nearly finiſhed by my ſhat- 
tered Pericranium, I caſt my eyes around, and find 


John Andre, by a ſmall coal fire, in a gloomy Compt- 
ing-houſe in Warnford Court, nothing ſo little as what 
he has been making himſelf, and in all probability ne- 


ver to be much more than he is at preſent. But oh! 


my dear Honora !-—it is for thy ſake only I wiſh for 


wealth.---You ſay ſhe was ſomewhat better at the 


time you wrote laſt. I muſt flatter myſelf that ſhe 


will ſoon be without any remains of this threatening 


: diſeaſe. 


It is ſeven o'clock---You and Honora, with two or 
three more ſelect friends, are now probably encircling: 


your dreſſing-room fire-place.--What would I not 
give 
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give to enlarge that circle! The idea of a clean 
hearth, and a ſnug circle round it, formed by a few 
ſincere friends, tranſports me. You ſeem combined 
together againſt the inclemency of the weather, the 
hurry, buſtle, ceremony, cenſoriouſneſs and envy of 


the World. The purity, the warmth, the kindly in- 


fluence of fire, to all for whom it is kindled, is a good 
emblem of the friendſhip of ſuch amiable minds as Ju- 


lia's and her Honora's---Since I cannot be there in rea- 


| ity, pray imagine me with you; admit me to your | 
converſationès Think how I wiſh for the bleſſing 
of joining them !---and be perſuaded that I take part : 
in all your pleaſures, in the dear hope, that ere it be 
very long, your blazing hearth will burn again for me. 


Pray keep me a place ;---let the poker, tongs or ſho- 
vel repreſent me; But you have Dutch-tiles which 


are infinitely better ;---So let Moſes, or Aaron, or Ba- 
laam's Aſs be my repreſentative, 


"But time calls me to Clapton.---I quit you abruptly 
till to-morrow : when, if I do not tear the nonſenſe I 
have been writing, I may perhaps increaſe its quan- 

_ tity. Signora Cynthia is in clouded Majeſty.---Sil- 
vered with her beams I am about to jog to Clapton 
upon my own ſtumps ;---Muſfing as I homeward plod 
my way—Ah! need I name the 725 of my con- 
. templatons! 


Thoſe 5 


Thur ſday. 


T had a ſweet walk home laft night, and found the 


Claptonians, with their fair gueſt, a Miſs Mourgue, 


very well---My Siſters ſ. end their amitiès and will 


write in a few days. 


This morning I returned to town---It has been the 


fineſt day imaginable---A ſolemn mildneſs was diffuſed 


throughout the blue horizon ;---Its light was clear and 
diſtinct rather than dazzling; the ſerene beams of 
the autumnal ſun !—Gilded hills,---variegated woods, 
 —glittering ſpires,----ruminating herds,----bounding : 
flocks,----all combined to inchant the eyes, expand 
the heart, and“ chace all ſorrow but deſpair.”---In _ 
the midſt of ſuch a ſcene, no leſſer grief can pre- 
vent our ſympathy with nature---A calmneſs, a be- 
nevolent diſpoſition ſeizes us with ſweet inſinuating 
power. The very brute creation ſeem ſenſible of 
theſe beauties ;3--- There is a ſpecies of mild chear- 


fulneſs in the face of a Lamb, whieh I have but in- 


differently expreſſed in a corner of my paper, and a 
demure contented look in an Ox, which, in the fear 


of expreſſing ſtill worſe, I leave unattempted. 


Buſineſs calls me away—T muſt diſpatch my let- 


ter,—Yet what does it contain? No matter—You 
like any thing better than news.---Indeed you never 
told 
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told me ſo, but I have an intuitive knowledge upon 
the ſubjet, from the ſympathy which I have con- 
ſtantly perceived in the taſte of Julia and Cher Jean. 
— hat is it to you or me 


It here in the City we have nothing but riot, 

If the Spital-field Weavers can't be kept quiet, 

If the weather is fine, or the ſtreets ſhould be dirty, 
Or if Mr. Dick Wilſon died aged of wad $ 


1 —But if 1 was to het to the 1 1 grumbling 
I feel within me I ſhould fill my paper, and not have 
room left to intreat that you would plead my cauſe to 


: Honora more eloquently than the incloſed letter has the 
power of doing.—Apropos of verſes, you deſire me to 
recolleẽt my random deſcription of the engaging ap- 


pearance of the charming Mrs, ————, Here it is 


at your ſervice 


Then ruſtling and buſtling the Lady comes down, 


With a flaming red face, and a broad yellow gown, 


And a hobbling out- of- breath gait, and a frown, } © 


This little French couſin of ours, Delariſe, was my 
ſiſter Mary's play-fellow at Paris. His ſprightlineſs 
_ engages my Siſters extremely. Doubtleſs they talk | 


much of him to you in their letters. 


How 


on 
D 


Ys 


1 


How forry I am to bid you adieu! Oh let me not be 
forgot by the friends moſt dear to you at Lichfield !— 
Lichfield! Ah! of what magic letters is that little 
word compoſed !—How graceful it looks when it is 


written Let nobody talk to me of its original 


meaning * The field of blood!” Oh! no ſuch 


thing I—lt is the field of joy ! © The beautiful City, 


that lifts her fair head in the valley and ſays, I am 


and there is none beſide me !”---Who ſays ſhe is vain ? 
Julia will not ſay ſo---nor yet W leaſt 
of all their devoted 5 


+ ANDRE. 


* Field of blood. —Here is a ſmall miſtake—Lickfield is 


not the field of blood, but © the field of dead-bodies,” al- 
luding to a battle fought between the Romans and the Britiſh 


Chriſtians in the Diocleſian Perſecution, when the latter 
were maſſacred. —Three ſlain Kings, with their burying- 
place, now Barrowcop-hill, and the Cathedral in miniature, 
form the City-arms. Lich is ſtill a word in uſe. The Church- 


yard Gates, through which Funerals * are often called 
| 3 
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 CraproR, November 1, 1769. | 


Mr « ears lil x ring with the ſounds of Oh Jack! 
Oh Jack! How do the dear Lichfieldians ?---What do 
they ſay ?-—What are they about ?---What did you 
do while you were with them ?—Have patience, ſaid 
I, good people I and began my ſtory, which they 
_ devoured with as much joyful avidity as Adam did 
Gabriel's tidings of heaven—My Mother and Siſters 
are all very well, and delighted with their little N 


Frenchman, who 1 is a very ä Lad. 


hy Surely you applaud the 8 with which 1 left 
you !—Did I not come off with flying colours ?—lt _ 
Was a great effort, for, alas! this recreant heart did 
not ſecond the ſmiling courage of the countenance ; 


nor 1s it yet as it ought to be, from the hopes it may 
ann, entertain of ſeeing you all again ere the 
winter's 


— 7 


winter's dreary hours are paſt.— Julia, my dear Julia, 


gild them with tidings of our beloved Honora !—Oh 
that you may be enabled to tell me that ſhe regains 
her health, and her charming vivacity !—Your ſym- 
pathizing heart partakes all the joys and pains of 
your friends. Never can I forget its kind offices, 
which were of ſuch moment to my peace Mine 
is formed for friendſhip, and I am bleſt in being able 

to place ſo well the pureſt paſſion of an ingenuous 

mind !—How am I honoured in Mr. and Mrs. Se- 

ward's attachment to me !—Charming were the anti- 


cipations which beguiled the long traQs of hill, and 5 


dale, and plain that divide London from Lichfield ! — - 
With what delight my eager eyes drank their firſt 
view of the dear Spires ! What raptufe did I not 


feel on entering your gates in flying up the hall - 


ſteps !—in ruſhing into the dining-room ! in meeting 
the gladdened eyes of dear Julia and her enchanting 
Friend !—That inſtant convinced me of the truth of 
Rouſſeau's obſervation, © that there are moments worth = 


l ages. Shall not thoſe moments return ?—Ah Julia | 


the cold hand of abſence 13 heavy upon the heart of 
your poor Cher Fean—He is forced to hammer into 
it perpetually every conſoling argument that the ma- 
gic wand of Hope can conjure up; viz. that every mo- 
ment of induſtrious abſence advances his journey, you 
know whither.—I may ſometimes make excurfions to 


Lichfield, 


— 
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| Lichfield, and baſk in the light of my asse 8 eyes | 
_ —Suſtain me Hope nothing on my part ſhall be 


| wanting which may induce thee to Fulfi thy bloſ- 
. ny — 


The happy ſocial FEY Julia, Honora, Miß 


: —— Miſs B—n, her Brother, Mr. S—e, 
Mr. R— 
your toon, the dear blue Region, as Honora 
calls it, with the ſenſible obſervation, the taſteful cri- 

tiiciſm, or the elegant ſong ;- 
e tongue of the Nine o'clock bell, which diſperſes the 
| Beings, whom friendſhip and kindred virtues had 
drawn together.——My imagination attaches itſelf to 

| all, even the inanimate objects which ſurround Hono- 
ra and her Julia ;—that have beheld their graces and 

| virtues expand and ripen ;—my dear Honora's, from 
their infant bud. 


-n, &c. &c. are now perhaps, enlivening 


— dreading the iron 


The ſleepy Claptonian train are gone to bed, ſome- | 
what wearied with their excurſion to Enfield, whither 
they have this day carried their favourite little French- 
man ; — ſo great a favourite, the parting was quite tra- 
gical. I walked hither from town, as uſual, to-night . 


—no hour of the twenty four is ſo precious to me as 
that devoted to this ſolitary walk. Oh, my Friend 


I am far from poſſeſſing the patient frame of mind 


w hich 


her 


tra- 


ind 


ich 


1 


which Iſo cat invoke — Why is „ Lichfield. 

an hundred and twenty miles from me ?— There is no 
- moderation in the diſtance ! 
had been a great deal too much, but then, there 
would have been leſs oppoſition from authority to my 
frequent viſits I conjure you, ſupply the want of 


—Fifty or ſixty miles 


theſe bleſſings by frequent letter. I muſt not, will 
not aſk them of Honora, ſince the uſe of the pen is 


| forbid to her declining health ;——I will content my- 
ſelf, as uſual, with a poſtſcript from her in your epiſ- 
tles. My Siſters are charmed with the packet 


which arrived W. and which Wr will anſwer 


Joon. = 


As yet I have ſaid nothing of our journey. We met 


an entertaining Iriſh Gentleman at Dunchurch, and, 


being fellow- ſufferers in cold and hunger, joined inter- 
eſts, ordered four horſes, and ſtuffed three in a chaiſe. 


It is not to you, I need apologize for talking in 
raptures of an Higler whom we met on our road. 


His cart had paſſed us, and was at a conſiderable diſ- 
tance, when looking back, he perceived that our Chaiſe 


had ſtopped, and that the Driver ſeemed mending 
ſomething. He ran up to him, and with a face full of 
| honeſt anxiety, Pity, good-nature, and every ſweet 


affection under Heaven, aſked him if we wanted any 
thing; that he had plenty of nails, ropes, &c. in his 
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cart. That wretch of a Poſtillion made no other 
reply than, We want nothing, Maſter.” From the 


ſame impulſe the good Iriſhman, Mr. Till, and my. 


ſelf thruſt our heads inſtantly out of the Chaiſe, and 
tried to recompence to the honeſt Creature this ſurly 
reply, by every kind and grateful acknowledgment, and 
by forcing upon him a little pecuniary tribute. My 
benevolence will be the warmer, while I live, for the 5 
treaſured remembrance of this Higler's countenance. 


I know you intereſt yourſelf in my deſtiny——T _ 


| have now completely ſubdued my averſion to the pro- 
| feſſion of a Merchant, and hope in time to acquire 
an inclination for it——Yet, God forbid I ſhould ever 


love what I am to make the object of my attention | 


that vile traſh, which I care not for, but only as it 
may be the future means of procuring the bleſſing of 
my Soul——Thns all my Mercantile calculations go 


to the tune of dear Honora. When an impertinent 


conſciouſneſs whiſpers in my ear, that I am not of 
dhe right ſtuff for a Merchant, I draw my Honora's | 
picture from my boſom, and the ſight of that dear 
' Taliſman ſo inſpirits my induſtry that no toil appears 


oppreſſive. 


The poetic taſk you ſet me is in a ſad method 


—My head and heart are too full of other mat- 


ters. 


1. 65 ) 
ters to be engrolied by a draggletailed Wench of the 


ther | Heliconian puddle. 

the EY 

my. Tamgoing to try my intereſt in Parliament How you 

and | flareſ—it is to procure a frank.—Be ſo good to give 

urly WM the encloſed to Honora ; it will \ peak to her And : 

and do you ſay every thing that is kind for me to every 

My ether diſtinguiſhed Friend of the Dreſſing- room circle 

the —encourage them in their obliging deſire of ſcribbling E 4 
e. in your letters, but don t let them take Honora's s cor- x 
e ner of the meet. : | 
ro- Adieu May you all poſſeſs that A TAY "Mg | | 
re nied to your Cher Jean. I fear it hurts my Mother 

er to ſee my muſing moods ;--but I can neither help nor 

1! overcome them.—The near hopes of another excur- 

it fion to Lichfield, could alone diſperſe every gioomy 

of vapour of my imagination. 

0 = os 

5 Again, and yet again Adieu! 
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D IM ſweeps the ſhow'r along the miſty vale, 
And Grief's low accents murmur in the gale. 
 Ofer the damp vaſe Horatio ſighing leans, 
And gazes abſent on the faded ſcenes; 
And Sorrow's gloom has veiPd each forighely grace, 
That wont to revel in his Laura's face, 
When, with ſweet ſmiles, her garlands gay ſhe twin'd, 
And each light ſpray with Toſeate ribbons join d. 
Dropt from her hand the ſcatter'd myrtles lie; 
And lo! dark cypreſs meets the mournful eye; 
| For 
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For thee! Oh Garrick! ſighs from Genius eats; 2 
For thee ſad Beauty weavs the funeral wreathe. : 


\SHAKFESPEARE's great ſpirit, in its cloudleſs blaze, D 
Led him unequall'd thro? th? inventive maze ; 10 


Midſt the deep pathos of his melting themes, 1 
Thro' the light magic of his playful dreams. Stil 
He caught the genuine humour glowing there, W 
Wit's vivid flaſh, and Cunning's ſober leer; 5 W 
The ſtrange diſtreſs that fires the I brain : ; TI 


5 Of feeble madneſs on the ſtormy plain; 


Or when the pale youth, in the midnight ſhade, 


Purſues the ſteel-clad phantom thro? the glade, 
Or ſtarting from the couch with dire affright, 
When the crown'd murd'rer glares upon the ſight 
In all the horrors of the guilty ſoul, _ 

Dark as the night that wraps the frozen pole. 
Our ſubje& paſſions own'd the ſway complete 
And haiPd their GaRRICK as their SHAKESPEARE 
"me. 


That voice ha 4 its as on our ear, 
Sweet as the ſongſter of the vernal year, 


| Thoſe graceful geſturesand that eye of fire, 
With rage that flam'd, or melted with deſire, 
Awak'd the radiant joy in dimpled ſleek, 

Or made the cally blood torſake the cheek— 
| Where 


= 
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| Where are "they now ?—Dark in the narrow cell 
Inſenſate - ſhrunk and ſtill—and cold they dwell * 
A ſilence ſolemn and eternal keep, 

Where neither love ſnall ſmile—nor An weep. 


5 lathe, Gin, till he tributary Goh, 

Still guſh, ye liquid pearls, from Beauty's eye, 
With flacken'd firings ſuſpend your harps, ye Nine, 
While round his urn yon cypreſs wreathe ye twine ; 
Then give his merits to your loudeſt fame, 


And write in ſun-bright luſtre GAR RIcE's name. 


